64                      ERECHTHEUS.

CHTHONIA.
Death brings the shears or ever life wind up the weft.

CHORUS.

Their edge is ground and sharpened; who shall
stay his hand ?

CHTHONIA.

The woof is thin, a small short life, with no thread
left

CHORUS.

Yet hath it strength, stretched out, to shelter all
the land.

CHTHONIA.
Too frail a tent for covering, and a screen too strait

CHORUS.
Yet broad enough for buckler shall thy sweet life be.

CHTHONIA.
A little bolt to bar off battle from the gate.   .     1109

CHORUS.
A wide sea-wall, that shatters the besieging sea.